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He is one of the most beautiful boys I have ever
seen; an exact replica of Emilienne D'Alencon,1
I call him Jules D'Alencon, and I tell her he
must be her brother. I had them both dining
with me once and the boy is finer than the girl,
his skin far more beautiful.

"By the way," he went on, as we were walking
up the Avenue de 1'Opera, "why should we not
see Emilienne; why should she not sup with us,
and you could compare them? She is playing at
Olympia, near the Grand Hotel. Let's go and
compare Aspasia and Agathon, and for once I shall
be Alcibiades, and you the moralist, Socrates."

"I would rather talk to you," I replied.

"We can talk afterwards, Frank, when all
the stars come out to listen; now is the time to
live and enjoy."

"As you will," I said, and we went to the
Music Hall and got a box, and he wrote a little
note to Emilienne D'Alen9on, and she came
afterwards to supper with us. Though her
face was pretty she was pre-eminently dull and
uninteresting without two ideas in her bird's
head. She was all greed and vanity, and could
talk of nothing but the hope of getting an engage-
ment in London: could he help her, or would
Monsieur, referring to me, as a journalist get

1 One of the prettiest daughters of the game to be found in Paris at
the time.